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LEETLE  JOHNNIE  BOY 

BY 

HENRY  BARIBEAU 

Mester  Judge,  l'm  guilty  of  dat  crime  you  name, 

But  leetle  Johnnie  Boy,  hees  not  to  blâme  ! 

Twas  me  alone  w'at  mak  dat  row. 

Jus'  lis 'en  to  me,  l'm  goin'  toi'  you  how. 

You  see  Johnnie  Boy,  so  pale  an  t'in. 

Ail  de  boys  call  heem  ''Sunny  Jim." 

Hees  lak  a  preacher  man  in  hees  way. 

He  never  drink,  or  swear,  or  play, 

Jus'  hang  aroun'  an'  cry  ail  day; 

It  mps'  broke  ma  heart  for  hear  heem  pray. 


Mester  Judge,  many  an'  many  of  dos'  night. 

Jus'  before  l'm  had  dat  fight. 

No  grub  in  de  house,  no  fire,  you  see  ! 

Dat  home  was  lak  hell  !  ef  holl  she  be  ! 

Leetle  Johnnie  Boy  in  de  dark  he  kneel  ; 

Ile  ax  de  God  not  mak'  me  steal. 

I  know  l'm  black  wid  sin,  ba  gee  ! 

But  Johiuiie's  prayer  doir  h)t  for  \\w 

An'  mak  me  t'ink  (hit  (îod,  y  on  kiiow, 

Sen'  eTohniiie  liei'e  for  sîvve  oh»  floe. 


HENRY    BARIBEAU 


Danny  Deedy's  house,  w'ere  de  fîght  hees  been. 

Dey  call  dat  place  ''Gol'  Mine  Inn," 

Were  lots  of  men's  stop  on  dat  place, 

Dey  don'  do  not'ing  but  brought  desgrace. 

Dey  drink,  sing,  an'  fight  lak  dog! 

An'  eve'yone  abuse  de  God. 

Danny  Deedy,  hees  a  beeg  rough  man. 

One  feller  say, — ''Hees  drunk  ail  de  tam." 

Wall,  Johnnie  an'  me  stop  wit'  heem  dat  night, 

l'm  goin'  toi'  you  'bout  de  fight. 


Ail  dose  men's  wan'  Johnnie  took  a  drink, 
But  he  din'  took  it,  w'at  you  t'ink? 
Johnnie  say  dat  drink  mak  you  head  roll, 
More  dan  dat,  you  los'  you  soûl. 
Den  Johnnie  kneel  down  by  de  chair 
An'  start  for  say  hees  leetle  prayer. 
"Please,  Mester  God,  l'm  ax  of  you 
To  keep  me  good,,  ma  fader  too, 
l'm  try  very  hard  for  do  w'ats  right, 
Poor  fader  an'  me,  bot'  hungry  tonight. 


Den  Danny  Deedy  kick  Johnnie  boy, 

An'  ail  dose  men's  Ikm^s  laugh  wit'  joy  ! 

I  run  for  Danny!     I  |)un('h  hei^s  eye  ! 

I  kill  dat  Danny  !     I  toi  '  no  lie. 

But  t'ink,  Mester  Jiidgc!  dat   innii!  dat   rat  ! 

Ile  kick  leetle  .Jolinnie  jus  l'oi*  dat. 

Mester  Judge,  Tm  oiily  do  w'at  you  would 

Save  Johnnie  boy  lak  nodcr  inan  sliould. 

You  let  nuî  go?     ArT  Johnnie  too.' 

Corne,  Johnnie  Hoy,  Mester  Judgr,  wt'  goin'  pray  l'or  you 


SOUCY  AT  THE  TELEPHONE 

BY 

HENRY  BARIBEAU 


Hello,  Hello!  Wats  dat? — Number?  I  don'  wan'  number, 
I  wan'  ma  frien'  Joe  Beaulac.  You  toi'  heem  I  wan'  see  it; 
— ^You  toi'  Joe  to  corne  to  me. — Say  !  Wats  de  matter  on 
you,  anyway?  You  toi'  ma  frien'  Joe  I  wan'  spoke  on 
téléphone  wid  it. — Open  ma  moût'? — Speak  louder?  Say! 
Wat  you  t'ink,  l'm  goin'  beat  up  you  telepbone? — 
Who's  de  boss  on  you  téléphone? — Don'  you  know 
w'at  you  t'ink? — Oh,  pardon,  pardon,  excuse  to  me. 
Wall,  ma  frien'  she's  leeve  on  French  hill. — 0-oh,  de  number 
de  house?  Lem  see,  dats  one,  two,  five,  number  eight  ;  red 
house  w'ite  barn,  hen  coop  an'  two  pig  in  de  back  yard.  Wats 
dat? — l'm  geev  it  to  you  de  number. — Oh,  please  forgeeve  to 
me.  Wall,  Joe  hees  t'ir'y-seven  year  hol',  an'  hees  got  ball- 
haddick  on  top  hees  head;  an'  Joe 's  got  noder  feller's  wife  an' 
t'ree  children. — Say!  Sissy  téléphone!  You  spec  l'm  goin'  toi' 
you  ail  about  Joe 's  fam'ly? — Hang  up  de  receive  it?  I  hain't 
receive  it  yet  an'  you  hain't  goin'  hang  me. — Forget  it?  I 
hain't  forget!  Cause  hees  howe  me  nine  doller  an'  twen'y 
cen'. — Twen'y  t'ree  for  me?  Taint  twen'y  t'ree;  hits  nine 
doller  an'  twen'y  cen'. — AV'at  I  wan'?  I  toi'  you  I  wan'  ma 
frien',  an'  I  hain't  goin'  holler  to  hees  name  for  mak  fun  Av'id 
it. — Who  I  am?  l'm  Philip  Soucy,  I  driv'  truck  wogin  an'  don' 
you  forgot  it. — Lines  busy  ! — She  hain't  busy  !  Cause  I  got 
hol'  of  it  ba  de  lef  han'  an'  she  can'  run  away. — I  talk  too 
much?  Ba  gère  I  don'  get  chance  for  mak'  talk. — I  don'  wan' 
de  hinflamation  des'!  I  wan'  see  Joe  Beaulac. — 'Ow  you  spell 
it?  You  don'  know. — Say!  Ileef  you  can'  spell  Joe  Beaulac, 
you  bes'  sell  you  hol'  téléphone. 


VINIE  POULIN'S  SUPRISE  PART 


BY 


HENRY  BARIBEAU 


l'm  goin'  toi'  y  ou  'bout  suprise  ma  fren's  she's  geev  to  ma 
girl,  Vinie  Poulin.  Vinie,  goin'  get  marry  wid  me  jus'  so  soon 
I  goin'  took  it  away  from  no'der  feller. 

Miky  Dugan,  hirish  feller,  wat  go  wid  Vinie  too,  work  on 
paper  mill,  w'ere  he  mak  nin'  doller  an'  twen'y  een'  a  week. 
I  work  wid  Miky  too,  an  I  mak  nin'  doller  an'  fiftv  een'  a 
week.  I  toi'  Vinie 's  muder  I  goin'  bin  hable  suport  it  better 
dan  Miky. 

Miky,  he  know  dat  Vinie 's  muder  don'  lak  eornbeef  Avid 
cabbage.  I  toi'  it  pea  soup  Prenchman  liées  bes'  for  Vinie. 
Dat  mak  Miky  wet  under  liées  shirt  ;  lie  say  hees  goin'  run 
away  wid  it.  Ba  gère,  I  got  longer  leg  dan  IMiky  an'  I  goin' 
beat  it  pretty  good. 

Lots  frien'  come  on  dat  suprise  par 'y  for  mak  i)leasure- 
ment.  Miky,  he  come  too,  but  he  look  mad  on  hees  faee  and  1 
don'  spoke  wid  it.  Bimeby  I  go  for  mak  talk  wid  X'inie,  an' 
Miky  look  cross  wid  hees  eye  ;  he  say, — "  l\^a  sonj)  !  Took  a 
back  seat."  T  toi'  it  ''I  took  no  chair  in  de  back  ot'  d(^  honsi» 
for  nobody." 

Den  everybody  sing  an'  nnik  tnlk.  Miky  nnik  sjxmu'Ii  an' 
he  geev  suprise  to  Vinie  one  paii'  shoe  nn'  posey  IxxpuM.  Miky 
say  he  pay  five  doller  for  dos  shoe.  I  know  w'(M'c^  lie  b^ught 
it  an'  h(^  only  pay  four  dolhM*  an'  sem'ty  cimT.  An'  dos'  posi\v 
he  stol'  it  on   Uat(M'S(^   Lncroixs  back  vank 


Everybody  clap  liées  han'  an'  wan'  Vinie  mak  spoke.  Vinie 
feel  bad  an'  she  cry  lak  a  baby,  so  Miky  mak  spoke  for  it. 
Pierre  Brousseau  say, — "Dey 's  no  fly  on  Miky  Dugan."  An' 
I  say, — "Dey 's  no  bedbug  on  Poleon  Laduc." 

Ail  dos  frien'  say  nice  words  to  Vinie,  den  dey  start  for 
mak  de  fun.  Albatine  Giger  he  sing  "Everybody  Avork  but 
hees  Fader."  An'  Vinie 's  fader  he  laugh  so  much  he  bus' 
hees  new  pants.  Eusebe  Gaudette  he  mak  dance  wid  beeg 
shoe  ;  hees  a  very  good  dancer,  but  he  swear  too  much.  Narciss 
Brier  toi'  some  story  an'  mak  some  funny  face;  hees  de  mos' 
funny  man's  wat  I  never  looked.  He  mos'  bin  on  de  stage 
once,  but  dey  push  heem  off  agin.  Den  dey  ail  start  for  sing, 
"He  wish  he  had  one  girl."  Bimeby  we  commence  for  beat 
some  samwitch,  an'  two-t'ree  four  five  glass  béer.  Miky  Dugan 
say, — "We  ail  goin'  play  Pos'  Office."  I  don'  know  much 
'bout  dat  game,  but  Av'en  I  start  for  play,  I  play  prêt 'y  good. 
You  ax  for  one  girl,  an'  w'en  you  ax  for  it  you  took  it  ba  de 
han',  an  bimeby  you  say  somet'ing,  an'  bimeby  some  more  you 
say  somet'ing  tAvo  time;  you  smile  on  de  girl,  an.'  she  smile 
wid  you,  an, — wall,  dats  Pos'  Office.  I  ax  for  Vinie  de  firs'  one. 
I  say,, — "Vinie,  l'm  lak  you  so  much  ma  heart  she's  jus'  so  big 
lak  you  fader.  You  marry  me?"  She  say,  "Yes!"  Den, 
ba  gère,  we  goin'  get  hitch.  I  lock  de  door  an'  we  bot'  jump 
out  of  de  window  an'  run  on  top  fader  Campo's  house  an'  get 
marry. 

W'en  we  come  back  everybody  get  scare.  Miky  say, — 
"Vinie,  w'ere  you  bin  wid  Poleon?"  I  say, — "We  jus'  bin 
marry  on  fader  Campo."  Miky  say, — "I  t'ought  you  care  for 
me,  Vinie?"  Den  Vinie  say, — "l'm  always  lak  you,  Miky,  but 
0 — oh, — dat  peasoup!" 


JOE  LEBOEUF  IN  POLITICS 

BY 

HENRY  BARIBEAU 


Lady  an'  gen'emen,  Gen'emen  an'  lady.  I  su 'pose  you  don' 
know  me?  AVall,  I  hexpec'  dat,  cause  I  jus  har'iv'  on  you 
place  bout  two-t'ree  'clock  from  Woonsocket.  Tir'y-sem  mile 
in  one  hour  twen'y  minute  an'  two  secon'.  Don'  forgot  de 
place.  Ma  nam'  dat  ees  Joseph  Leboeuf  ;  ma  frien  she  call  me 
Joe  Beef  for  short.  l'm  very  much  glad  for  see  so  many  frien 
smile  for  me. 

Et  geev  me  much  pleasurement  for  see  dat  hees  a  nice  day 
tanight.     Gen'emens:  I  come  for  mak  de  spok  on  de  politicpie. 

De  great  question  of  de  day  is  not  Jeffy-Johnson  'I  De  great 
question  of  todey  an  yesterdey  also,  is  de  politique. 

Wat  is  dat  de  politicpie?  De  p()liti(iue  is  ail  dos'  meii's  wid 
a  big  head  w'at  stand'  on  top  de  Ijeggishiture. 

I  don'  mean  de  beeg  head  wat  some  youiig  feller  she 's  got 
on  de  morning,  w'en  she 's  mak  de  pleasurement  on  de  ireve- 
ning  before.  I  mean  de  beeg  he:id  wat  you  got  from  you  tader; 
if  you  fader,  or  you  muder,  she 's  got  n  bin^g  iu^ad, — wall,  you 
goiii  '  hav'  a  beeg  head  alsofort'. 

To  be  de  politi(iue  a  man  hees  mus'  hâve  a  bet^g  head.  Uut 
a  man  hees  can  hâve  a  beeg  lu^ad  au'  not  bc  (U»  politiciue. 

Souu^  of  ma  frien  she's  toT  nu'  I  gol  a  gi*eat  futun*  l)(*r(>n^ 
me;  but  I  t'ink  i'or  uuiself,  dat  (h'  futui-e  slu»*s  btOiin'  \m\ 

Naw  gcn'cuiHuTs,  before  we  goin'  took  (h*  i'irs'  (puvstion.  \c\ 
us  begin  wid  de  bis  one. 


HENRY    BARIBEAU 
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De  politique  he  toi'  de  f armer  dat  de  small  potato  she's 
goin'  be  a  beeg  one  nex'  year.  'Dats  a  heavy  bluff.  l'm  toi' 
dose  f  armer,  eef  dez  goin'  push  me  on  top  de  Leggislature, 
l'm  goin'  pass  one  bill  for  stop  ail  dose  potato  bug  for  come 
on  Woonsocket. 

I  toi'  you  you  don'  know  me.  I  come  from  Woonsocket, 
fourteen  mile  from  Pawtucket,  don'  forgot  de  place. 

Some  of  dose  politique  dey  spoke  some  very  bad  words  to 
ma  face,  dat  mak  me  very  mad;  sometam  l'm  tiot  jus'  lak'  de 
stove. 

I  got  one  frien,  Teddy  Laduc,  he  leev  ba  de  railroad  track, 
w'ere  he  keep  sem  or  lem  cow  an'  two  t'ree  cow's  baby.  De 
hingine  she's  pass  an  blow  hees  wis'le,  an'  dos'  poor  cow,  she's 
get  scare,  an  jump  on  de  barb  wire  fence  an  spill  hees  milk  ail 
over  de  farm. 

I  say,  you  don'  know  me.  Heef  Joe  Beef  go  for  sit  on  top 
de  Leggislature,  hees  goin'  bus'  heem  up. 

De  Leggislature  wan'  some  good  men's  on  top  dat  house; 
meybe  we  goin'  wan'  some  bad  ones  too. 

Some  of  dose  politique  hees  got  two  faces;  I  know  some 
feller  wats  got  t'ree  four  five  faces. 

Ma  par 'y  is  de  Joe  Beef  par 'y;  I  goin  for  eut  heem  in  two  ; 
I  took  one  half  for  de  poor  man,  an  de  oder  half, — wall,  I  keep 
dat  for  me. 

Now  gen'emen's,  I  wan  toi  you  dat  nex  week  l'm  goin  mak 
two-t'ree  an  a  half  more  spoke,  an  meybe  we  goin  had  lumina- 
tion  lately. 

Before  l'm  goin  close  ma  moût'  wid  spoke,  I  wan  say,  heef 
you  goin  h'elec  me  for  run  dat  place,  I  mak  you  promise  dat 
de  time  will  come,  w'en  de  rich  man  will  be  poor,  an  de  poor 
man, — wall,  he'll  be  poor  alsofort'. 
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JEFFY— JOHNSON 

BY 

HENRY  BARIBEAU 


I  read  on  de  paper  sometam  ago 
Bout  big  fight  on  top  ''Reno/' 
Jeffy- Johnson  ;  one  black,  one  w'ite; 
I  t'ink  maself  she  be  great  sight. 
So  I  mak  ma  min'  go  on  dat  place 
Ba  gère,  I  never  see  so  many  face. 
Ail  de  sport;  Nort',  Eas',  Sont',  Wes', 
Ev'rybody  look  hees  bes'. 
^'Reno"  bras  ban'  play  wat  she  know, 
De  moving  picture  he  be  dere  too. 


Bimeby,  Mester  Jeffy-Johnson  come, 
Den  I  know  we  goin'  had  some  fun. 
I  never  see  such  beeg  men's  before, 
I  know  she  be  great  fight  for  sure. 
Bot'  men  sey  dey  goin'  win  dat  fight  ; 
Dey  start  for  punch  wid  lef  '  an'  right. 
I  lak  Mester  Jeff,  hees  very  good  man, 
He  try  very  hard  to  win,  ef  he  can. 
Mester  Johnson,  he  knock  Jeflf  on  de  floor; 
Poor  Mester  Jeff  ;  hees  champin  no  more. 
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Of  ail  de  fi^ht  I  h'ever  see, 

Dat  es  de  sades'  one  to  me. 

Nobody  wan^  see  Jeff  get  lick, 

Dey  din'  t'ought  he  goin'  los'  it  so  quick. 

Ail  dose  great  fighter  on  dat  place 

Dey  feel  very  bad,  jus'  lak    desgrace. 

Poor  Mester  Jeff,  'ow  sad  he  grow  ; 

He  don'  say  very  much,  jus'  yes,  an'  no. 

Hees  gone  back  on  de  farm  for  try  an'  forget, 

Wid  hees  good  leetle  wife,  hees  bes  frien',  you  bet  ! 
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PETE  SOULE,  CAPETAIN  ON  GARDE 
LAFAYETTE 

BY 

HENRY  BARIBEAU 


You  know  de  ''Garde  Lafayette"?  Wall,  l'm  de  capetain 
on  de  ''Garde  Lafayette''.  We  mak  parade  on  "Worcester  las' 
week  jus'  for  mak  pleasurement  wid  "St  Jean  Baptist"  society. 
l'm  de  one  w'at  start  dat  company,  an  I  know  somet'ing  bout 
military  tictacs. 

Ail  ma  family  she's  got  soldier  blood  in  it.  Ma  fader,  he 
blow  de  cornet  on  "Salvation  Army''.  Ma  broder,  he  carry  de 
bases  drum  on  "Notre  Dame"  drum  corp.  Ma  fader,  he  use  a 
be  very  brave  soldier,  but  w'en  hees  capetain  say, — "Every- 
body  mus  fight  on  de  Spanish  war,''  dey  hain't  been  hable  for 
fin'  heem,  cause  he  hide  heeself  in  barrel  in  hees  celler. 

Before  we  mak  parade,  I  say  to  de  company, — "Ef  every- 
body  min'  de  capetain,  'Garde  Lafayette'  hees  goin'  mak  a 
hit;  maybe  we  mak  two  t'ree  hit." 

"De  Garde  got  some  nice  uniform  an  everybody  look  good 
on  it;  so  min'  de  capetain  an  walk  so  straight  lak  a  pos'.  Ton 
know  we  goin'  hâve  picnic  after  dat  parade,  so  don'  desgrace 
it;  cause  maybe  'Garde  Lafayette'  get  no  clam." 

Wen  we  start  for  march,  I  say  to  Sam  La  Rock,  leader  on 
Brigade  Ban',  also  frien'  to  me,  Sam! — "Wen  we  pass  by 
Simeon  La  Bonté 's  store,  toi'  dose  ban'  feller  to  mak  lots 
music."  He  toi'  it  allright;  cause  after  we  pass  by  dat  store 
dose  ban'  feller  got  no  more  win'  in  hees  belly. 
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Everybody  clap  hees  han';  an  somebody  say, — ''Good  for 
de  Frenchman/'    Dat  mak  me  feel  beeg  lak  telegraph  pos'. 

On  front  of  de  parade  is  de  "St.  Jean  Baptist/'  lots  of  oie 
men's  wid  big  belly,  an  he  march  wid  bowleg.  Ail  hees  got  for 
mak  it  look  good  e's  big  hat  an'  strap  round  hees  belly. 

Alex  Courtamanch,  he  march  on  a  horse  for  ''St.  Jean  Bap- 
tist.''  Alex,  hees  mos'  beeg  lak  de  horse;  everytime  hees  horse 
mak  fancy  step,  Alex  curl  hees  mustache. 

After  we  mak  march  on  ail  de  big  street  on  Worcester,  we 
bus'  up  dat  parade.  Den  we  ride  on  five  car  spécial  for  de 
'' Wite  City/'  w'ere  we  goin'  mak  de  picnic.  Before  we  get  on 
top  de  ''Wite  City"  she  start  for  rain  lak  pitchfork.  Dose 
poor  clam  she  get  wet;  bimeby,  ail  de  picnic  she  get  wet  too. 
AU  dose  soldier  feel  dissapoint  on  it.  Wall,  w'en  we  mak  start 
for  go  home  I  toi'  de  capetain  on  ''St.  Jean  Baptist"  dat 
"Garde  Lafayette"  goin'  mak  no  more  parade,  if  "St.  Jean" 
goin'  tuk  rain  wid  it. 
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16 


One  copy  del.  to  Cat.  Div. 


